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Very often when Parasar came home late
his mother would come and ask, "Why are you
so late, delaying the meal of all the devotees ? "

"Is worship over ?" Parasar would ask.

"No," his mother might say. "The brahmin
is busy in the kitchen. If he should conduct the
worship, the meal would be further delayed."

Parasar would say : " Very well, mother, I
shall conduct the worship myself. Spread the
leaves for dinner." He would then go and finish
the worship very quickly, so that the guests could
begin to take their meal without delay.

" What kind of worship is this ?" the brahmin
would ask himself, and when the next day his
master told him that he had finished worship too
soon, he would say to himself, " Is the worship
I conducted shorter than the one my master
conducted yesterday ? Why does he find fault
with me ? " In this way he developed some dis-
satisfaction with his master's treatment of him.

While things stood thus, there was a festival
of some importance in the house. Preparing for
the unusually large party that would sit down for
dinner, Parasar told the brahmin to conduct the
worship himself. As the devotees who had gather-
ed all sat outside, the servant sat near the shrine,
and, repeating the sacred texts in a resounding